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Omen 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s fantasy! had this twisted plot in my brain for some time now. It was bound to come out sometime. 


At first, | didn't really take notice of him. | thought he was just another fan wanting an autograph or picture. | 
was hunched over on a couch in the corner, trying my best not to call too much attention to myself. | was 
never very good at seducing and playing it up for the public. Give me my cigarettes and guitar, it's better 
than a million camera flashes and pieces of paper shoved in your face. Not that | mind signing shit for fans or 


anything. 


But at the moment | was preoccupied with lighting up and trying to get my lighter to work. | loved my lighter 


even if it was a piece of shit. 


Out of the corner of my eye | saw him. | even heard him called my name. "Slash." It was interesting. His tone 


was friendly and familiar. Not overly giddy or nervous. 


| glanced up. There he was. He looked so much like him. Dark hair, all messy and unkempt. He had those same 


piercing eyes too, the ones that seemed to bore into you and read everything on your mind. | quelled the 


ridiculous urge to shout out ‘Hey Nikki. Obviously, whatever the resemblance was..and whoever he was..it 


wasn't Nikki. 

"Hey Slash," he said again, drawing closer to me. "How's it going?" 

| took a drag and looked him over again before replying. "Not too bad. Can | help you, man?" 
‘Its so awesome to be standing right next to you..You're the man, Slash." 

| thought my suspicions were confirmed. He was just another fan. "Yeah, thanks. Thanks a lot" 
He gestured at the couch. "Can | sit down?" 

| flicked some ashes onto the nearest ashtray and shrugged. "Uh.sure." 


He went over and sat down, resting his arms on the back of the couch. "I always wanted to be you when | was 


younger. You inspired me to pick up the guitar, you know that?" 
| nodded. "Cool..that's quite an honor. 

He grinned. "| used to try and imitate you all the time." 

| nodded once more. "That's cool." 


"Yeah, it's funny..! always wanted to be you and now the lead singer in my band tries to be Axl” He laughed 
and patted me on the shoulder. 


| wasn't quite sure how to respond, or for that matter what he meant by it. "You're in a band?" 
He gave me another grin. "Yes, its called Avenged Sevenfold. l'm surprised you haven't heard of us." 
Damn, he really looked like Nikki. A spitting image of him..almost. 


"Sorry, man," | replied. "I don't listen to the radio all that much. I'm kinda focused on other things at the 


moment. I'll have to check you guys out" 
He shrugged. "No big deal. Velvet Revolver is the shit, man.! guess it does require a lot of time." 


"Yeah." | leaned over to put out my cigarette. | scanned the room for any sign of my bandmates. Duff seemed 


to have disappeared into the crowd and Matt had all but vanished too. 


"Hey Slash..do you really mean half the things you wish for?" 


| looked over at the Nikki's doppelganger. "What was that?" 

‘| said..do you really mean and want half the shit you wish for?" 

"| don't know what you mean, man.um.| didn't catch your name. What was it?" 
He smiled. "Syn" 

"Sin?" 

His smile widened. "Yup." 

"Huh. Interesting.” 


Syn leaned in closer, closing the distance between us on the couch. | tensed up. "Relax, " he hissed. "No one is 


paying attention, Slash. Listen.Axl needs you help’ 

| shoved him away and stood up. "Shit, man. What the hell?" 

Syn blinked at me. "I thought you would care" 

"What are you talking about? Axl needing my help. How the fuck." 


He also stood up and grabbed my arm. "Calm down. It's not some joke, I'm telling you the truth. Axl needs your 
help." 


| tried to pull my arm away, but he held it tight. "Yeah..right” 
"I'm serious. That's why l'm here," he whispered. "I wanted to know if you would save him." 


| considered slugging him, but kept my temper in check. "Axl is fine. Fuck. Wasn't he just in a Rolling Stone 
interview or something? Wasn't he just seen roaming the streets of LA?" 


"You've been keeping tabs on him?" 

"No!" 

"Look, man. He doesn't know he's in danger. And you know what? | shouldn't even be telling you this. | could get 
killed..or," He closed his eyes and shuddered. | felt his fingers dig into my arm. "or..worse, if anyone found out | 


was trying to help him and you." 


Great. An insane fan called Syn. That was just a perfect. And | was already having a shitty time at the party. 


"right" 
"I know you don't believe me." 
"You going to tell me next that you're some kind of magical being..like a fairy or elf?" | chuckled nervously. 


He sighed, but still kept hold my arm. "No.| just thought you'd like to know that Axl was going to be killed. 
Maybe..you wanted to stop it. But if you don't.Not my concern. | was only telling you this because | like you." 


“right. Can | have my arm back?" 


‘Oh..yeah. Sorry," He released his hold and | took a couple steps back away from him. "Well! guess I'll see you 
later then, Slash." 


| only stared. | had decided that | was done partying for the night, now the only thing | wanted to do was go 
back to the hotel room and sleep. 


Syn tossed his head and leaned over to pat me on the shoulder. "Later, man. Remember what | said. Oh..and 


your wedding band in under the bed. In case you were wondering." And with that he turned and walked away. 
My wedding band? The fuck was he talking about? My wedding band was on my hand, like always.. 

Only when I looked it wasn't there. 

In a panic, | searched near the couch and by the coffee table. But no such luck It wasn't there. 

Cursing under my breath, | wondered if | had left it by the bar. 

Under the bed 


Impossible. No way that little fucker knew anything about it. He must have noticed my wedding band was gone 


and was just bullshitting me. C'mon, he had made up a tale about Axl being in danger..that man was crazy. 


| told myself that even as | excused myself from the party. | repeated it in the limo as | drove back to the 
hotel. 


That dude was crazy. Just fuckin’ crazy. 


